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of Siena was in her old cathedral, her Edward
the Confessor's Westminster. Is the ruin of it
yet spared ?

The volcanic desert of Radicofani, with gath-
ering storm, and an ominously ^Eolian keyhole
in a vile inn, remained long to all of us a ter-
rific memory. At Viterbo I was better, and
made a sketch of the convent on one side of
the square, rightly felt and done. On the fourth
day papa and .mamma observed with triumph,
though much worried by the jolting, that every
mile nearer Rome the road got worse!

My stock of Latin learning, with which to
begin my studies of the city, consisted of the
two first books of Livy, never well known, and
the names of places remembered without ever
looking where they were on a map; Juvenal, a
page or two of Tacitus, and in Virgil the burn-
ing of Troy, the story of Dido, the episode of
Euryalus, and the last battle. Of course, I had
nominally read the whole JEneid, but thought
most of it nonsense. Of later Roman history,
I had read English abstracts of the imperial
vices, and supposed the malaria in the Cam-
pagna to be the consequence of the Papacy, I
had never heard of a good Roman emperor, pr
a good pope; was not quite sure whether Trajan
lived before Christ or after, and would have
thankedT with a sense of relieved satisfaction,nd
